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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE HOUSEWIFE 

She must go back, she said, 

Because she'd not had time to make the bed. 

We'd hurried her away 

So roughly . . . and, for all that we could say, 

She broke from us, and passed 

Into the night, shells falling thick and fast. 



HILL-BORN 

I sometimes wonder if it's really true 

I ever knew 

Another life 

Than this unending strife 

With unseen enemies in lowland mud; 

And wonder if my blood 

Thrilled ever to the tune 

Of clean winds blowing through an April noon 

Mile after sunny mile 

On the green ridges of the Windy Gile. 



THE FEAR 



I do not fear to die 
'Neath the open sky, 
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The Fear 



To meet death in the fight 
Face to face, upright. 

But when at last we creep 
Into a hole to sleep, 
I tremble, cold with dread, 
Lest I wake up dead. 



BACK 

They ask me where I've been, 
And what I've done and seen. 
But what can I reply 
Who know it wasn't I, 
But someone just like me, 
Who went across the sea 
And with my head and hands 
Slew men in foreign lands . . . 
Though I must bear the blame 
Because he bore my name. 

Wilfrid Wilson Gibson 
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